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They call me a public school toff. Twats. I'll show them. 


| might be a shortarse but | can run considerably faster you, old man. You want a job done? l'm your man. You 


want a job done well? I'm definitely your man 

| might not have been brought up a fucking Cockney mudlark, but I'm quicker and cleverer than the lot of you. 
I've got the gift of the gab, you see. | talk my way in anywhere, and | can bloody well talk my way right back 
out again, probably a few quid richer into the bargain at that. 

But as for being a murderer? Well, they got you there, Brucie boy. 


I've got the long knife tucked under my leather jacket. I'm praying, not that l'm a religious bloke, that | won't 


need to use it. That's not my style. 


Its fucking cold and damp out. My breath spirals up into the frosty night air of the alleyway. | pull the 
annoyingly thin jacket a bit tighter around me, and | go back to slouching against the red brick wall in the 


shadows, one rubber-soled shoe propped against the crumbling brickwork. 


I'm out the back of some pub what does gigs. Again. A flimsy faded yellow poster is peeling its way down off 
the wall even as | watch it. Nobody ever sends you round to a fancy hotel or a nice suburban semi to do work 


like mine, do they? Course not. 


Get the cash, Brucie boy, scare them something rotten, and get the hell out of there. Right up my street, 


even if I'd prefer more salubrious surroundings. 


The ground wobbles a bit, barely noticeable, but still a reminder to outsiders like myself that I'm in London. | 
like to hear the Tube rolling along under the pavement, actually. It always reminds me that there's still 


something lower than myself. 

My collar is pulled up around my neck, but still failing to keep out the cold At least my long hair keeps the 
back of my neck warm. My fringe has grown too long and hangs in my eyes. | stare out from beneath it. l'm 
good at giving people the evil eye, so l'm told. So | plan to do just that, if anyone should happen down this way 
and start giving me bother. 


Some kids abruptly come stumbling down the alley, booting a tin can out of the way and sniggering. I'll ignore 


them for as long as | can. | don't want any distractions. 
To my surprise, they slouch past me and up to the back door, thumping on it like they can't be bothered to 
knock nicely. Then one of them starts shouting to whoever is inside, demanding that whoever it is inside fucking 


gets off his fucking arse and fucking lets them the fuck in. Nice people. 


The door swings open a few seconds later, discordant rock music, orange light and clouds of cigarette smoke 


suddenly teeming out, and the whole mob troops in, one of them leering at me for added effect. 


"Who's that out there, Derek?" says the doorman's voice from inside. The spotty-faced leering youth sticks his 
head back out to goggle disdainfully at me. 


"Some fuckin’ scruffy urchin," he bawls, to the guffaws of his mates. 
Urchin. Urchin??!! What did they just call me? Fucking knobs. Do | look like a kid? 


The door smacks shut, leaving me wondering what next. So much for staying hidden. Anyone setting foot out 


that door will be on the lookout now, which is a shame. | like the element of surprise, | really do. 


Braving the prospect of cold fingers, | slide my hand out from my jacket sleeve and squeeze a button on my 


digital watch. A brief glow of green shines out. Two minutes to midnight, it seems. 


The bloke I'm waiting for should be out any minute. A bit of fancy knifework, a well placed threat, a quick 
exchange of cash, then I'll be pelting off round the back, over the wall and to the waiting Ford Cortina two 


streets away. 


My mate, Clive, gets me these jobs, and he'll be waiting for me. | trust him like there's no tomorrow. He's the 


only bloke in town | can say that about. 


And then I'll have to report back to ‘Arry. ‘Arry's not such a bad bloke to work for, but | managed to be a tad 
rude to him this one time. I've never cared much for authority, and when he called me a toffee-nosed cunt, | 


really couldn't help myself. 


Nevertheless, Clive gets me work, and ‘Arry is my current employer. So as long as | can keep it nice and polite, 


we both get paid tonight. 
It takes all of about 30 seconds to go arse over tits. 


Just as the pub door starts to open a crack, | miss the creeping presence behind me, only realising when a 


crowbar narrowly missed my head and clangs against the wall. 
Jesus fucking Christ! 


I'm quick with feet and fists, thankfully, and dodging to one side with the agility of an Olympic fencing champ, | 
land a startling uppercut on my assailant, a meathead with a face like a bulldog chewing a wasp. He goes down 
like a sack of shit, and | wheel round, knife at the ready, for the next attack as it issues from the pub 


doorway. 


It's two of those idiot kids. Despite my previous reservations, | waste no time in lunging once, twice, with the 
slim-bladed knife, and both of them go very white and scarper, confident they're out of their depth. Some sort 
of caretaker comes blundering out just in time for me to smack him right in the head, sending him toppling on 


a man behind him. 

Sounds like I'm not doing too badly, eh? 

Then out comes Richie, the guy who owes ‘Arry the money, and he has these wiry, weasely looking fellers with 
him. My attempts at knifepoint diplomacy don't work, and I'm swiftly flat on my back, having had my legs kicked 


out from under me. 


| manage to stop my head hitting the concrete, but no matter, my hand goes to my nose and it's good and 
bloody already. 


Fucking ouch! 


The Weasels drag me back up by my arms, taking turns to punch me in the gut and slap my head about a bit, 
before they're satisfied that l'm suitably dizzy and winded, then they drag me into the building. 


KEK 

| regain my wits in a painfully bright room, lungs full of secondhand fag smoke, squinting across a table at 
these geezers. l'm tied to a chair by the feel of things, but at least | haven't noticed anything broken. Except 
maybe my nose, which is swelling up like a Belisha beacon 

Richie has evidently made a clean escape, and the Weasels are remonstrating with each other, trying to decide 
what to do with me. Both have cuts, bruises, ripped clothing and dirt on them, probably my own doing. I'm 
quite chuffed with that, at least. 


With an alarm going off still in my head (or is it that godawful music downstairs?) | can just about make out 


their conversation. 


Some big boss man or other, a bloke called Rod. Never heard of him. He doesn't want to talk to me. Oh, well, 


that's good. 


They need to know who sent me. | don't like that part. But they don't think I'm going to tell them, little shit 
that | am. How kind. 


So they're going to just keep me here for a couple of hours, then chuck me out in the street. Oh? Not as bad 
as | thought. 


And.. oh boy..so they tell me they're going to send The Twins round. 
Where do | begin? 


Yeah, The Twins. They're not actually twins, | might add. They're brothers. Kind of. Maybe they're not even 
brothers, come to think of it. 


They went to school together, thats all | know. And they're hard as fuck 


H, he's the quiet one. Squints at you when he talks. It's like he sees right through you. Clever one, that. Only 
says a few words, but when he does talk, he can talk you out of anything. Or into anything. 


Yes, if you have the pleasure of a chat with H, expect to lose your cash, your dignity, and possibly one of 
your limbs if he happens to be in the wrong mood. 


But the other Twin..well, he's worse. 


He smiles 
And its not the cold-eyed, tight-jawed grimace of your average Cockney wide boy. 


Nooo, not Davey. No. When Davey smiles, it's like a bloody sunbeam just broke into the building. A sunbeam 
wielding a cutthroat razor and a cricket bat, perhaps. 


| mentally groan, and it actually comes out as a real life groan | mean, there are some dodgy geezers ‘round 


here, real nasty characters, but the Twins take it to a whole new level. 
ERIK 
"Well, well, what do we ‘ave here? A surprise guest?" 


| decide not to point out Davey's slight lisp. The bright blue eyes, dancing with mischief or amusement, l'm not 
sure which, are disconcertingly too nice for the whole situation 


His whole face is actually far too pretty for this shit. He almost looks like a girl. Almost. In some lights. 


Miraculously, | decide to hold my tongue once more. 


| take my eyes off Davey and see H lurking in the background. He's giving nothing away, but his eyes are 


boring into me as he takes a drag on a skinny roll up. 


"0i, you," Davey catches my chin and gives me another dazzling, wide-eyed smile. "You gonna tell us who you 


working for, eh? 
"The fucking tooth fairy," | slur, before slumping forward and puking my guts up on the table. 


Through my noncompliant fringe | see Dave stand back and Adrian grin in his own smug/Vvicious little way, 


stepping into the foreground, stubbing out the fag on the table. 
"I ‘ope you're going to clean that up," he says in a quiet voice, "You're going to be sleeping there, after all." 
I'm honestly too weary and nauseous to come up with a witty retort. 


After a moment, H pulls out a plastic backed chair, letting the metal feet screech unpleasantly across the 
floor. He sits down, staring all the while. And he keeps staring, saying nothing, his mouth a taut line of a sneer. 


Not being one for starting a conversation with an interrogator, | make a big show of folding my arms, and 


eyeball him right back as best | can. He doesn't blink. 


At this point, smiling Davey glides around behind me, and for the first time, | feel a real sick chill in my 
stomach. Something niggles at the back of my mind. 


"Sol" | address H directly. "How come you two are in league with that shifty Richie bloke? Thought you were a 


better class of, er, businessman entirely?" 


| arch an eyebrow for dramatic effect, but it's lost on H, who busies himself casually rolling up another fag on 


the table. | hear Davey ghosting around behind me. 


Ever the gent, | wait for H to finish and light up. He takes a long draw, closing his eyes briefly, tipping his head 
back so his bleach blond hair catches the sickly light from the buzzing fluorescent tube above. 


Then he breathes out a long trail of smoke, looking right at me again. 

"Arry," he says definitively. "We know you're working for Dirty ‘Arry. 

| give nothing away at all. perfect the most minute little impudent shrug | can possibly summon up, only to 
hear the distinctive noise of a knife being drawn behind me. Okay, this isn't much fun any more. | twist around 
to look and find smiling Davey's face right in mine. | jump a litle. 

That's my knife he's got. 

Palms feeling all sweaty now, | turn back to H, 

“Alright, I'd very much like to stop playing this game and get out of here right now. Any chance of that, lads?" 


My voice develops and annoying quaver at the end. 


H's tight lips quirk upwards at one side, he's evidently most amused by this turn of events. He puts his fag 


down on the edge of a smoky glass ashtray, and leans forward. 


"Come on, let's be reasonable, H, we both have a job to do, and today | fucked mine up. I'm in trouble no 


matter what," | plead. 


H lets his eyes roll up to the ceiling and leans back, putting his skinny arms back to rest his head on his hands. 
Davey coolly saunters round to stand by him, leaning on the table on his hands. 


"We're curious, you see," says Davey. | force myself once more not to mention the slight lisp. 


He flicks his long, blond hair aside with a quick movement of his head. 


"Here you are, a little posh boy from out of town, playing a very dirty game," continues Davey. "An' we 


wonders what's in it for someone like you?" 


| have to admit, the personal line of questioning was not what | expected. I'm about to reply with ‘the cash, 


same as you', when | realise he's got me thinking. 


Because, frankly, pretty East End boys H and Davey aren't your typical heavies either, and could probably earn 
better money some other way. They'd both brush up rather well, maybe get themselves nice, respectable 
office jobs? 


| glance from one to the other, wondering how l'm supposed to answer; indeed, wondering if my own motive for 


this life was about more than just earning my keep. 
| shrug. "A man's got to live," | say unconvincingly, earning direct eye contact from both of them. 


"Any reason why you choose to work for ‘Arry?" asks H, glancing down to check his fingers aren't getting 
singed by the expiring cigarette. 


| make a point of letting my gaze wander off to the side of the room. There's a big crack in that wire mesh 
window, and there's a big spider, possibly dead, under a dusty web in the corner. 


H and Davey are evidently getting bored of my insolence. H slowly gets to his feet and makes for the door, 
Davey stands up and takes a step back 


"Go your own way pal," says Davey, still smiling. 


"We know you work for Dirty ‘Arry, we know you're out of your depth. What he wants from you.it's your own 


lookout, | reckon" 


The two go to leave and I'm still tied to the chair. Davey clicks the light out, turning in the yellow light of the 


doorway to speak again. 


"You rest that hot head of yours for now. Alf'll boot you out in the morning. Run back to ‘Arry and have him 


kick yer arse. If we sees you round here again, lIl cut yer." 
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| spend the next couple of days moping in my room in the flat, nursing a swollen nose, a bad head, and wounded 


pride. The phone rings a few times and it's probably Clive, but | don't want to get up and answer. 


The grimy curtains are conspiring to allow some unforgivingly cold daylight to pierce the calm of my 
sanctuary. H and Davey's words have floored me harder than the beating from those thugs. ‘Cause they're 


right, aren't they? 


l'm a smartarse public schoolboy with a sense of entitlement who thinks he can get away with giving a bit of 
lip to anyone who gets in my way. What am | trying to prove down here? | should pack up my things, go off 
and join the army, like I'd planned, or better still, the RAF, I'd quite fancy that. 


l'm still pondering what got H and Davey into the seedy underworld themselves, when my doorbell starts going 


mad. | groan. 


Clive. | don't want to see you right now mate, | don't want to see anyone, but | know you'll keep your bloody 


finger on the button until | answer, or until the battery conks out, whichever comes first. 


Muttering and swearing, | drag myself, in my briefs and the same sweaty shirt from the other night, from 
under the covers, and pad across my messy flat and down the stairs, shielding my eyes from the unwelcome 


light like I've got the worst hangover in the world. 


| wearily haul open the front door to be greeted by probably the very last person | want to see at this 


moment in time. He looks well pissed off. 


Before | can shut him out, he dives across the threshold and kicks my agonised ankles out from under me. | 


crash onto the bare floorboards on my side, with another groan 


‘Arry. What a dirty tackle. They say he had a trial with West Ham once. Or maybe he went on trial? Who 


knows. 


He's standing over me now, dark curls flying in the wind, face like thunder, hands on hips, and he's shouting a 


tirade of abuse. 


"You little shit! You fucking little wanker!" he yells, pointing his finger at me. "You had one job. One simple 
fucking job, and you're too bone fucking idle to do that one poxy job." 


"Steve." | begin. 

"Shut. The. Fuck. Up! I'm doing the talking. If you ever, EVER." 

"Steve, listen, please." | try again 

| said SHUT UP!" he barks, "Who do you think you fucking are, you miserable little fucking turd." 

And so it goes on for the next ten minutes, me lying on the floor groaning and rubbing my injured ankles, and 
trying to get a word in edgeways while Steve ‘Arry’ ‘Arris continues his tirade peppered with the very finest 


of East End profanities. 


Eventually, Steve kind of runs out of steam, tells me to get up, go upstairs and stick the kettle on. He stomps 
up the steps behind me and | sullenly skulk back up into my flat like a scolded puppy. 


"Put some sodding clothes onl" he yells, as | offer him a rickety chair by the stove. 


Unwashed jeans in place, | come and sit down at the foldaway table in that tiny kitchenette, waiting for the 
dented kettle to whistle tunelessly at us both. 


In complete contrast to his earlier performance, Steve is now silent and brooding, arms crossed aggressively, 


staring at the wall. | sit and fix him in my stare until he deigns to turn to me and raise an eyebrow. 
"So. What went wrong?" 


Eager to get this out of the way, | tell him how | fucked everything up and found myself interrogated by the 
East End's blondest and smiliest double act. Steve looks puzzled. 


"The Twins? They called the Twins?" 


"Yep," | answer with a resigned sigh. "They said they knew | worked for you, and wanted to know why. Then 
they just left me overnight, and | got thrown out - literally - the next morning.” 


Steve goes back to staring at the wall. | chuck the spent teabags into the sink. 

"Well | never," he says eventually. 

"Alright" he says, turning back to me. "Say you're telling me the truth, Ill give you another chance. But.. 
He wags his finger at me. 


"You screw it up one more time and | will seriously kick the shit out of youl” 


OK 
I'd have been happier if ‘Arry had fired me, | swear. 


I'd already come to the conclusion that this wasn't the life for me, and I'd be best packing my bags and moving 


back north. | might have my tail between my legs, but at least, at this stage, | still had legs. 


And now, my generous employer had given me a second chance to have my balls ripped off at the hands of 


whatever psycho tough guy | was supposed to deal with next. Lucky me. 


Clive, bless ‘im, had nursed my hurt feelings and given me a brotherly slap on the back (which hurt like hell) 
when he finally caught up with me. Now he was driving me to another dodgy area on ‘Arry's orders to do 


another job. 
"Good luck, matel" he calls as | leave the car and head for the dingy pub in question 


| decide back alleys aren't the thing for me, so instead | opt for walking in through the front door. At the very 
least, I'd enjoy a decent pint for my troubles. 


It was one of those really old pubs, with the swirly glass panes, sticky dark red carpet and thick blue air. | 
nonchalantly walk straight up to the bar and order from the corpulent landlord, who isn't arsed about hurrying 
to pull my pint. 


As | mop up the froth with a soggy beer mat and pocket my change, | take the chance to have a glance 
around the place. There's a couple of old blokes playing darts, and the requisite shady characters hanging 
around the pool table, partly loitering and partly playing pool. 


The chap l'm looking for is another debtor of ‘Arry's, a former stockbroker, who, funnily enough, had never 
got the knack of being good with money. No sign of him at the minute, but there's no harm in having a look 


around. 


| take my pint, and under the pretences of looking for a decent table for myself, | have a bit of a wander 
around the pub. Not too far, because it isn't a big place. 


There's a geezer in a mack in the corner, doing a crossword. That could be my man, but | shouldn't make a 
move on him too quickly. | saunter to the one-arm bandit nearby, fiddling in my pocket for loose change while 
casually looking over at my target. 


| feel a light a nudge at my elbow and look round. 


Oh, Jesus fucking Christ. If it isn't the lovely Davey, all smiles once again, motioning me onwards to a darkened 


booth at the back. Shit! 


I'm not at all surprised to find his companion, the ever-charming H, already sitting there, wearing the most 
ridiculously loud red leather jacket I'd ever seen Davey unceremoniously bundles me into one seat, up against 
the wall, sliding a lithe hip up against me, pushing me directly opposite H. 

"Good evening boys," | smile, laying my pint carefully on the table. "How may | help you?" 


For a second | think H is going to slap me, but he merely shifts closer, leaning across the table on folded arms 


so he can whisper over the sound of the crackling juke box. 
"The question, Brucie boy, is how can you help us?" 


l'm not going to go through this again. If its a stalemate, then lets cut out the bollocks and all go home. I'll 
deal with Steve's wrath later. Either that or leave London pronto. 


If they're intending to knife me or remove bits of my anatomy, then I'd prefer a fair fight in a reasonably 
public place like this. I'll have a fairly good chance of escape, if nothing else. 


H shakes his head and Davey abruptly reaches his hand over to grope down my front and recover my knife. 
He turns the blade over in his hands a couple of times, studying the weapon. 


"You see, Brucie, there's something not right here," continues H. "Arry can get any geezer off the street to 


do his dirty work. Why does he need one with half an education? What's he got planned?" 
Fucking hell, these two don't half ask personal questions. 


"Would it be completely unreasonable to say ‘I dont have a fucking clue’, or are you going to read more stuff 


into that?" | pipe up. 

| get a very sharp Davey elbow in my ribs for that. | glower at him, and he's still smiling. | turn back to H. 

"In all honesty, | can't answer your questions, because | don't know the answers myself 

H looks doubtful. | briefly wonder, no hope, that Clive might have been instructed to follow me this time. 

"See, we have reason to believe your boss is getting ambitions well above his station," Davey hisses in my ear, 
fiddling with the knife in his long fingers. "And even if he doesn't tell you that straight, you can still tell us 
what he's up to." 


"So," H goes on: "Who's ‘Arry sent you after now, and what's he paying you?" 


At this instant, from the corner of my eye | spot the most welcome figure of Clive entering the pub. Now all | 
need to do is talk crap until he spies me, and then we're evenly matched with the Twins. 


H is questioning my latest surreal retort when Clive lays eyes on me, sandwiched into the booth by smiling 
Davey, and comes over at once. | don't acknowledge him or react in any way, lest | give away the fact that 
help is on its way. 

Clive is just a few feet away when | apply my elbow with some force to Davey's head, catching him unawares, 
and, dare | say, wiping the smile from his face. H lunges across the table at once, only To be caught at his 


most vulnerable by Clive's fast-approaching fist, and left winded in a heap on his seat. 


| can't help but notice the look of genuine pain and concern in Davey's eyes as he takes in the picture of his 


injured friend. "Adrian?" | hear him whisper. 


Clive plumps down on the seat next to H, much as Davey did to me, grinning his head off. He throws a packet 


of salted peanuts on the table and gestures Davey to take a seat once more. 
There's beer swilling everywhere, but right now, | don't care. 


A crestfallen H pulls himself back upright, staring at the new arrival, seething with silent rage, his lips clenched 


tight. | fold my hands together on the table. 


"Well, this is nice, innit?" | jest. "The four of us on a Thursday night, a few beers, and look, our Clive has 
bought some nuts." 


| grab the peanuts, rip open the foil packet, and throw a handful of them in my mouth, chomping loudly with 
great delight. 


Davey is the first Twin to regain his composure. He's not smiling at all now. 

"Four of us it is, then. So lets talk business," he says. 

All eyes turn on him, but H chips in, looking a calmer once more. 

"You see." he helps himself to some nuts, "All we want to know is what you're doing here." 
"Why?" demands Clive, taking a swig of his miraculously unspilled pint. 


"Because ‘Arry has no business in this part of town," says Davey. "And he doesn't have favourites. Up until 


now. 
| have both the Twins' eyes on me. Its uncomfortable. | lean forward and shoot for mischievous. 


"Well, I'm sorry chaps, but ‘Arry does indeed have business right here. And he hires me ‘cos he likes what he 


sees.” 


H raises an eyebrow in a very disconcerting way at this last comment. Before he can form words, Clive plops 


his glass down on the table and butts in. 


"Maybe you boys can tell us what your interest in us is, eh? You don't normally work for nobody else, and 


this ain't your patch either." 
H and Davey look at each other for a moment. H sits back with a sigh. 


"Alright," lisps Davey softly. Strange to hear one of the Twins trying to keep his voice down. Like he's scared 


of someone hearing him. 

"You're not the only new face in these parts. Outsiders are coming. Not your regular guys, fellas with money.” 
Davey takes his own share of the nuts before H leans forward. Clive also leans in so he can hear better. 

"The word on the street is there's a new boss running this neighbourhood, and he wants the rest of us out of 
‘ere," says H. 

| can see the worry in his big eyes. We all go quiet and sit back, pondering this new information. I'm the first 


to start up again 


"And you think me..or ‘Arry..are in league with this chap?" 
H looks to Davey, Davey looks back at him and we all munch salted peanuts. 


"Tell yer what," | say, making it clear I'm intending to stand up and leave any second, "I can promise you | know 


nothing about this big boss stuff. Ive got a job, someone owes ‘Arry money, and Im here to collect it" 
| look from H to Davey and back to H 

"So how about you let me get on with my work, ant Hl let you know if | hear anything about this fella?" 
The Twins give no emotion away whatsoever, but share another glance. 

H blinks and gives the smallest nod to Davey, then turns to me, still looking marginally sceptical. 


"All right," he holds my stare. "We let you go about your business, you get on with whatever business you got 


and you get out of here. But can | make it clear..." 


He shocks me every so slightly by producing the knife he'd concealed perfectly up his sleeve beneath his 
slender wrist until now, pointing a glinting tip right in the direction of my eyes. 


"We expect you to keep your word" 


| heave a sigh of relief as | watch the Twins both slide out of their seats and pick their way silently through 
the locals at the bar, side by side. Only when I'm sure they've left do | look up at Clive, who is looking puzzled. 


"You alright?" | ask, for want of anything better to say. He nods slowly. 

"That Geoff fella we're looking for is over by the far end of the bar doin’ the crossword," says Clive. 
"Perfect!" | answer, slapping him on the elbow, and standing up "Should be a doddle." 

"Let's get it done it," he says. 

"More time for a few drinks tonight, afterwards," | answer, beaming back it him. 


"Well lets just say we need to get this job done and move onto the next," says Clive. "You see, | just heard 
‘Arry has been arrested." 
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I'm shocked by this news, if I'm going to be completely honest. 


Normally | don't give a fig about who's in the nick, and who's paying my wages, as long as those wages turn up. 
But despite my knackered ankles and recent chastisement, | can't help but feel for old ‘Arry. 


And the Twins‘ sudden if not fearful interest, not to mention their warning about some all powerful crime lord 


muscling in on our territory, has got me somewhat spooked. 

This morning Clive has gone to the police station with ‘Arry's brother and a solicitor, leaving me sitting in the 
unusual quiet of my flat, staring at the yellowed net curtains. For some reason the front door no longer feels 
sturdy enough. 

Face it, Bruce, you're plain old scared, aren't you? Scared, and out of your depth. Chasing cocky teenagers and 
putting the frighteners on washed-up businessmen is easy-peasy, but supposing a big league pro in this filthy 
business has got you in his sights..what then? 

The sound of an empty lager can rolling off the coffee table makes my heart almost leap out of my mouth. 


| mean, the Twins are plenty feared around these parts. They're not to be messed with. And yet, they're on 
the run from this bloke too. 


"Are you stupid or what?" | ask myself in the mirror. 


The mirror is slightly rusty and has a crack at one side, which probably does nothing for my tired and pale 


appearance. 


"This bloke's not interested in you, is he? ‘Arry, yes. He don't want another boss on his territory, so he'll want 


‘Arry out of town? But not little old me." 


FEKE 


Two hours later and l've made up my mind. | throw all the crap, worthless belongings | want to keep into a 


tired old leather bag, sling it over my shoulder, and leave my flat, heading straight for King's Cross. 


Its grey and miserable out, and | manage to scuff my toes on practically every broken paving slab | come 


across. | feel like shit. 


Three years its taken me to get where | am. A respected - maybe - operative in my chosen career, earning 
good enough money to pay for a flat, a decent night out a couple of times a week, and sometimes | even get 


to gigs. 
Beats being stuck in Sheffield where nothing ever happened, except for football and steel. 


It doesn't take me long, and the packed street, full of commuters with standard issue suits, ties and 
briefcases, plus the cacophony of honking black cabs and stink of diesel, is a surprising relief to my tattered 


nerves. 


| feel a brief pang of loss, thinking of the good times down the pub with Clive, and all the bright lights and 
goings on of London. Then | remember the knives, the beatings, and the back alleys, and remember what l'm 


running from. 


| wait for what feels like forever in the ticket office queue, then hand most of what | earned for my final job 
in exchange for one measly train ticket a the British Rail stamp on it. | watch my last pound note disappearing 


behind the counter. 

Resigned to my new (old?) life, | go to study the timetables in the excessively dusty station building. No trains 
for quite some time, even if one such locomotive is currently making a terrible amount of noise and belching 
black fumes from the platforms over the barrier. 


The silvery tracks point due north. 


Enough. | need to go outside for some air. There's a little cafe down the side street, a greasy spoon place. At 
least the grimy tea they serve is better than choking in here. 


Some of the commuter crowd has dispersed, mostly disappearing into taxis, which are now vying to get out 
onto the road at the same time. Windows are wound down, and drivers shout at each other, competing in a 


heady mix of native Cockney and London Jamaican. 


| wander a short distance in the direction of St Pancras, King Cross’ station-next door, which, curiously enough, 


is usually quieter. 


I'm about to step off the pavement to cross the road, one foot poised, when a black cab comes out of 


nowhere, going far too fast, and stops sharply next to me. 


| have the sense to step back quickly as the door opens, but I'm not quick enough to avoid the juggernaut-like 
barge from behind, which propels me neatly into the back seat. 


l'm hemmed in by a shifty bloke with scars all over his face, and a huge fella with a severely broken nose and 


mangled cauliflower ears, whom | at once guess has had some sort of boxing career. 


The door slams, the lights go out, the car revs away into the traffic, lurching from side to sickening side, 
eliciting curses and horks from the regular cabbies about their daily business. 


I'm too stunned to say a word. So far, my captors have said nothing, nor even looked me in the eye. 


We've cleared two bends and are heading across North London when | finally break the silence. | try to keep 


my voice from trembling. 

"Okay, folks, where we going, and who are you?" 

Scar-man to my right answers in a harsh crow-like voice. 

"Somebody wants to talk to you, boy." 

| ignore the ‘boy’ comment. l'm not in a position to argue, and frankly, l'm close to pissing my pants. 


So here's me wondering what the boss to end all bosses will be like. | quite fancy him being an Italian, and try 
to remember what it was people did in The Godfather to avoid being sent to sleep with the fishes. 


I'm hustled from the cab to a red brick building in some part of town | don't recognise. 


Cauliflower Ears is shoving me along rudely from behind, up a concrete path and through a rusty metal fire 
door. It looks like an old cinema building and has the musty fag-ash smell of one, too. 


They continue to bundle me along a dim corridor, slightly too fast for my normal walking pace, which isn't 


exactly slow in the first place. 


Finally I'm hurried into a slightly smarter room, which passes for some kind of office, with white woodchip 


wallpaper and a deep red carpet. 

A fat grey-haired bloke in a costly but unflattering light grey suit is sitting behind a polished wooden desk, and 
he exchanges a few words with my captors. He has some surly-looking young guy called Kenney with him, who 
shoves a chair in front of me. 

"Thank you," | say, and sit down, 

He pops an oversized cigar out of his mouth and beams at me with an incredibly false grin 


"Brucie boy! So glad you could come!" 


Tempering my normally witty responses, | fold my arms and give him a nod. 


"May | ask what I'm doing here?" | say. 


He pops the cigar back in, and rifles unnecessarily through a pile of papers on his desk. | remain silent. 


Contrary to popular belief, | do know when to hold my tongue. 


Fat Bloke eventually plucks the cigar from his mouth once more and breathes out a cloud of acrid smoke. He 


stares at me with his piggy, light eyes. 
"Dirty ‘Arry thinks most highly of you, boy. You don't look like nothing to me." 
| shrug, looking nonchalantly around the room. 


"| dunno what all the fuss is about," | answer. "I go out to do a job, | get paid. It's none of my business what 


other people say about me 

"Bollocks," he cuts in "You trying to say you and ‘Arry aren't in business together proper?" 
| feel myself scowling 

"No. Not at all. He's paid me to do a few jobs, that's all’ 

| lean my arm across the back of my chair and fold one leg up on my knee. 


"Frankly, | don't know what's going on behind the scenes and | don't care. ‘Arry's not a bad employer, but, see, | 


was all packed and on my way to leave town when your boys picked me up." 
| look back at the ugly entourage behind me. 
"And I'd like nothing more to do with whatever the hell is going on" 


"Not so fast, sonny boy," breathes the man behind the desk. "You're very much a part of this. And you're 


going nowhere." 
Before | get a chance to response, the gruesome twosome behind me get hold of my arms and pull me up. 
"For fucks' sake!" | snap, completely failing to free myself. 


"You can spend the day here, and cool that hot head of yours down," continues the man. "Cos tonight the boss 


wants to see all of you." 


All of us? What the hell does he mean ‘all of us? And this bloke isnt actually the boss? 


But my half-baked protests are useless as the two heavies cart me off out of the room, and down a steep 


staircase. 


Oh, so its an old theatre. Probably a former music hall or something. The way we're heading is down in the 
bowels of the place. 


Amid my definitely pointless struggles, someone kicks over a mop and a bucket, and there's a fair old amount 
of swearing. 
There are some small store rooms and stuff down here, barely a light in the place here and there, so | can 


hardly see a thing. 


One of the thugs holds open a door, while the other one bowls me over into the room. There's a dusty slam 


behind me and | hear a key click in the lock. 
Bugger. 


| hear the thugs tramping away, back up the stairs, and | hear a door close in the distance, then it's near- 
silence. Near silence. There's a sort of scuffling noise through the wall to my right hand side. | just hope its 
not bloody rats. 


There's no light in here, but a little bit of artificial lights comes through under the door. As my eyes start to 


get accustomed to the gloom, | begin to make out objects around me. 


Yes, it's certainly some old theatre store room. There's a few boxes of unidentified stuff in one corner, bits of 


wood and what looks like stage scenery, plus parts of what appears to be an old, dissected piano. 


A battered case from some sort of musical instrument , maybe a tuba or something, is slumped in a dejected 


fashion in a corner. 


Curious about the scuffling, | take a look at the wall to my right. There's a boarded-up hatch there. A little 
chink of light stands out against the otherwise almost-black wall, and | shuffle to my feet, so | can go and 
press my eye up against it. 


| can see into the next room. It appears to be another old store room. But what catches my eye most is the 


two figures kneeling on the floor in the centre. 


I'm about to call to them, just to make some sort of contact with my fellow captives, when it strikes me that 


they don't know they're being observed..and maybe they don't want to be observed. 
I'd know those figures anywhere. 


The one in the light t-shirt with long blond hair haloed in the sparse light is Davey, while the one slouched, 


with his head on Davey's shoulder, and shoulders heaving with what appears to be silent sobs, is H The Twins! 


Its a tender scene. Controlling my breathing carefully, | listen to their quiet voices. 


H lifts his head to look into Davey's eyes. His face catches the light briefly and | see a crystalline tear sliding 
down his cheek. Davey guides his head back to his shoulder, delicately rubbing light circles on his back 


"He won't find out, he's not interested," says Davey softly. 

| see H's nimble fingers grip Davey’s slim shoulder, winding in the fabric of his t-shirt. 
"That's okay for you to say, but you know what | used to do for a living,” sniffs H. 
Davey brings up his arms and hugs him tighter. 


"Please don't talk about that," he whispers. "It's alright now. After everything we've been through, we'll come 
through this, too." 


The two remain like that, H crying almost inaudibly, Davey holding him with such tenderness. A far cry from 
the swaggering gangsters who had me pinned in the corner of the pub with knives last time | met them. 


Davey brings his hand up to H's head to slide it through his pale hair, and he leans in and kisses his forehead. 
H gives a louder sob. 

"Dave, they'll kill us if they find out we're lovers. They'll do terrible things to us. Especially me." 

He draws back again | see their pale faces and glittering eyes looking at each other. | hear Davey sigh. 
"Please, Adrian, it'll be okay, | promise," he whispers. 


"We just talk to this guy, we find out what he wants. If he wants us to clear off, we go some place else and 


start out again. He never needs to know what we do in our free time.” 


"And besides," adds Davey: "They've got ‘Arry, too, and he's hardly straight, is he? Him and his little toyboy, 
Bruce." 


Fuck! 
| can't breathe all of a sudden. | want to be away. | don't want to hear any more. 


| speed silently back from the wall. My feet tangle and | fall with a muffled thump on the floor. | lie there, 
staring at the ceiling. 


Just staring into blackness. 


4 


"Hey, youl The guv'nor wants to see you." 

| squint up at the unwelcome intrusion of yellow light into my dark little prison, raising my head off a broken 
tea chest and a musty smelling pile of old curtains. One of the hired thugs who brought me here is leaning 
through the ajar door, and I'm too tired and achy to start an argument right now. 

| clamber to my feet, dusting cobwebs off my jeans and leather jacket, and squeeze through the doorway past 
him. He doesn't step aside for me so | make sure | jiggle my arse into his crotch just for good measure as | 


slide past. 


He mutters something highly offensive under his breath and shoves me to the creaky wooden stairs. l'm 


ushered in this impolite fashion to somewhere more airy and tasteful on an upper floor of the building. 

Well this is nice. Carpet navy blue and deep under my feet, tasteful decor, varnished wooden doors, and it all 
smells clean and new. The door l'm led to swings open, courtesy of that unsmiling Kenney bloke | saw earlier, 
and | walk into a plush office. 

A huge mahogany desk is at the far side, and standing behind it, a bloke with broad shoulders, back turned to 
me, collar-length hair, stylish suit, arms folded. He turns as I'm shoved down by my shoulders into a waiting 
chair. 

He beams at me. 


"Good evening, Bruce!" 


A Yorkshire accent, now that was a surprise. | stare back at him with some curiosity. He moves over to sit on 


the corner of the desk Looks like a rugby player. He's younger than | expected, too. 

"They call me The Sheriff." he says, and shoves a box of cigars across the polished surface at me. 
| slide the box right back across the table at him. 

"Funny that," | muse, "They call me Maid fucking Marian’ 

| fold my arms with a creak of my jacket, and perfect a too-wide, tight lipped smile. 


The Sheriff doesn't lose his composure at all, merely looks away, chuckles under his breath then carries on 


smiling at me. 


"Quite a character aren't yer, Brucie boy?" he laughs. "Sounds like our ‘Arry was right" 


He's piqued my interest now and he knows it. | also know that he knows it, but above all else | want to find out 
what the hell is going on here. 


"So | don't want to play ‘Arry's game no more, and | don't want to play yours neither. Perhaps you could kindly 
scribble my name off the list and let me go on me way nice and quiet, eh?" | ask hopefully. 


The Sheriff raises an eyebrow and continues looking at me with an infuriating sparkle in his eye. 


lm afraid not, Bruce," he answers eventually. "Yer see, I've got plans for you. You and the other boys down 


there. Yer just need some persuading first.” 
Oh shit. Just when | thought | could leave all this bollocks behind. 


The door clicks open again at this moment. | follow The Sheriff's eyes and turn to see Steve being led in, a 
serious look on his face. He takes a seat next to me and looks me in the eye. 


‘Sorry, Bruce," he says. 
What?! Dirty ‘Arry actually said ‘sorry’ to me? | gawp at him. 


He lifts those dark eyes up to me, looking coy through a curl of his hair. I'd never noticed how appealing his 
eyes could be before. 


"I didn't want to bring you into this, Bruce," continues Steve. "But Rod ‘ere has a business proposition, and we 


can't refuse." 


| look from Steve up to The Sheriff and then back to Steve. | heave a big sigh, then focus hard on the wood 
grain of the desk 


"Look..'m sorry chaps, but | don't want any part of this. lim leaving. lim leaving London. Whatever you're 


planning, | won't get in your way, I'm no threat to any of you. I'm going" 


The look of hurt in Steve's eyes twists something sharp and unexpected in my chest. Confused, | look up to 
this Rod fella, but he's still beaming confidently at me. 


After a pause, Rod speaks. 


"Steve's right, Bruce. l'm not asking yer permission, I'll telling yer. You boys are going to work for me. One big, 


happy family.” 


Before | get the chance to tell him that three isn't exactly a ‘big' family, the door opens again, and Rod's 
heavies usher in none other than The Twins. Both look bedraggled and tired, but defiant. H's eyes burn into 


mine. 


Rod gestures for them to sit and two more chairs are pulled up at the side of the desk. The Twins sit, both 
looking challengingly at me and Steve. 


Davey is the first to speak, tossing his long blond hair back and adopting an air of arrogance. 


"| might ‘ave known. Dirty ‘Arry and Brucie Boy, working for the new guy in town. Didn't take you long to sell 
out, now, did it?" 


"Shut your fucking face, Murray, you don't know nothing. | ‘ad no choice," Steve snarls, banging his fists down 


on the desk. 

H cuts him off with the precision of a knife to the jugular. 

"Hold your tongue, ‘Arris. You think you've ‘ad it tough, don't you? You ain't come through ‘alf of what we ‘ave. 
We've worked, we've worked fucking hard to get where we are, and you expect us to cry for you when you 
sell out to the first geezer who offers you hard cash?" 

Rod is guffawing at them now, stunning everyone to silence. 


"Lads, lads! Let's keep the fisticuffs for the playground, will yer? LADS!!!" 


He smacks his hands together like a thunderclap, earning the full attention of all four of us. The Sheriff places 
his fists on the table and leans forward, evidently confident that his plan will work. 


"Dave, Adrian?" He looks directly at the fair-haired Twins. 

‘Ive seen your work and | like what | see," he tilts his head to look at each of them in turn. "But these are 
hard times, and there's some real bad sorts movin' in on this turf. I'd hate to see yer talent wasted. You two 
stay out there long enough, just the two of you, and you won't last. You know it” 


Then he turns to me and Steve. 


" You, ‘Arry, yer've got guts and yer've got brains, but yer lacking a good team. Without a good team yer'll go 


nowhere. l'm proposing we pool our resources." 
| almost blush as his eyes turn to me. 


"And then we've got young Bruce ‘ere. Got a silver tongue laced with arsenic this one, but mark my words, ‘e's 


a star. You'd be daft to let ‘im go. And ‘ed be daft to go, too. Got nothing to go back to." 


Steve looks at me sheepishly and goes back to looking at his lap. The Sheriff gets up and paces slowly around 


the table, feet silent on the expensive carpet. 


"So, lads, if yer can keep from knocking the shit out of each other for five minutes, consider yerselves part of 


my family." 


Possibly the most uncomfortable silence in the entire history of man descends on the room. H looks at ‘Arry. 


‘Arry looks at Davey. Davey looks at me. | look at ‘Arry. H looks at Davey. 


"As | understand it." starts H, tapping his fingertips thoughtfully against the table top, "You're giving us no 


choice?" 

Rod turns to him with a sniff. 

"As | see it, dear Adrian, none of you ‘ad a choice to begin with." 

Had anyone been nosy enough to be staring across the street at the closed blinds in the window, they may 
well have seen the silhouettes of four people gingerly shaking hands, and then, finally, their new boss put his 


big arms around our shoulders, embracing his new family. 


3 EEK E 


It's 130pm and it's dusk. I'm in the front passenger seat of Clive's Cortina, and Steve is sitting in the back with 


a pair of binoculars. 


We're watching the bright yellow doors of a very rundown club, waiting for a local low-life to emerge. When 
said scumbag does, he'll experience a warm greeting from The Twins, who are lounging against a wall in a 


nearby alley. 
Is so nice being able to go about one's job without the feeling that someone else is creeping up on you with a 
bloody great iron bar. Rod was right, so far none of the new breed of heavies has given us much in the way 


of trouble. We watch each others’ backs. 


Clive abruptly gives a big groan and slaps his hand over his eyes, pausing in munching the big bag of crisps he 
was in the middle of. 


Fuckin’ ‘ell they're at it again. Knocks me sick, it does." 


Steve gives a snicker and trains his binoculars on The Twins. | elbow him in the ear and nick his binos off him. 


He calls me a cunt and | agree. 


| fiddle with the little wheel to bring the binoculars in focus. Oh yes, our H and Davey are well and truly at it 


agai n. 


| focus on the predatory grin on H's face as he backs slender Davey against the brickwork. He places his palm 
against the wall, pinning Davey by his long hair, while H sways his lithe hips up against the other man, 


Davey appears to be making a feeble protest, but it doesn't last long as H slides his other palm flat down 
against the bulge in Davey's jeans, sliding it slowly up and down against the rough fabric. 


| don't know when | got interested in this sort of shit, but it suddenly seems quite appealing to me. There's 
only a slight twitch at my groin, but the feeling's magnified when | hear a ragged breath from the back seat 
of the car and remember there's someone back there who has a similar interest in me. It's surprisingly 


flattering. 


Back to the action (Action?? What?!) Davey has slipped one of his hands inside the now unbuttoned front of H's 
shirt, and is stroking the inevitably smooth skin he finds there, while his other hand reaches around to firmly 
pull H's body tighter against him by the small of his back. 


They both shift as the temperature rises. | see H has deftly undone Davey's belt and slid down the zip of his 
jeans, now his hand is sliding around the unseen flesh beneath. Davey visibly sighs, opening his mouth just a 
little and letting his head loll back, eyes slipping shut. 


His hands slide against Adrian's shapely backside, pulling his body closer, encouraging him to grind those hips 


against Dave's own. 


| can still hear Clive muttering and calling us filthy pervs, while Steve whinges about not being able to see 


properly any more. 


While Davey is evidently swept away by the movement of H's talented hand inside his jeans, H himself is 
staring intently at the look on Dave's face, rubbing his own straining cloth-covered dick against Dave's hip. 


| have to admit, it's a rather lovely sight. Davey's so expressive in his lust, fast losing control. Must feel good 


to be H, having that sort of power to evoke so much pleasure, whilst also taking pleasure of your own. 


Davey's movements get more jerky, he tosses his head from side to side, his body struggling for greater 
movement, but H, smiling, lips tight, eyelids half closed, holds him firmly against the wall. 


H is so tightly in control of himself | hardly see him approaching his own release, until a shudder runs through 
Dave's whole body, and | know he's coming hard. In that second, H throws back his head, closes his eyes.| see a 
breath slide from between his lips and evaporate into the cool evening air, lit for a moment by the light from 

out on the street. His backside gives a couple of sharp thrusts, then his whole body stills. 


Dave's face is still dreamy, his long, pale hair falling across his eyes and his lips in disarray. Perfect. These two 


know how to put on a good performance. 


They stay pressed together, slowly caressing each other, for a few moments more. 


The failing light is all but gone now, the sodium yellow of the street lamps shining golden on the Twins' hair and 
skin 


| adjust my sitting position ever so slightly in my seat, stretching my cramping leg out in front of me. My 
jeans feel somewhat tight around the crotch after all that. 


As the watched figures disappear further into the shadows of the alleyway, | lower the binoculars, yawn and 
stretch. At that moment, | see Steve leaning through between the seats, dark eyes boring into mine. He 
snatches the binoculars back off me and mutters something very rude. 

| snigger like a schoolboy and let him get on with it, stretching both my legs out in the footwell 


"Oh fuck!" 


Our man inside the club across the way is gesturing from a lit upstairs window. His ‘throat slitting! move 


indicates that we're dead when Rod finds out. 
"Oh bollocks!" says Clive loudly. 
It appears we all completely missed our target leaving the club, amid the excitement of a different sort. 


Steve peers through between the seats again and sees what's been said via hand signals from the window 


opposite. The hand signals have gone from threatening now to obscene. 
"Kin hell,” he says, slouching back into the darkness of the rear seats. 


We all fall silent. | wonder if we should let the Twins know they can stand down now. Maybe not. | don't know 


how they'd take it if they knew we'd been sitting in here watching them. 
After a few minutes more, Steve claps his hands together with a bang, making me and Clive shit our pants. 
He leers at us. 


"So, boys. Same time again tomorrow, eh?" 


